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to help him find an honest purchaser: I believe he
ultimately sold it for some absurdly small sum. A pear-
shaped pearl originally hung from the centre of the
collar. This Prince Volkonski detached and begged my
wife to accept as a souvenir of his gratitude for her help*.
Of course, I could fill a volume with Canada alone.
What am I to do? I am limited to a beggarly 150,000
words. My publisher, pulling a long face, will be
crying: " What! will the words stretch out till the crack
of doom!" But I must insist upon some extension!
I have not written a word about our plays or our
audiences. And before I do so, I have a lot to say
about my brother chief, Big Plume, and his Sarcee
Indians, When I was playing CEdtpus in Calgary, I be-
thought me of that Sarcee reservation about sixteen
- miles away, and wrondered whether we could have the
chief and the leaders of the tribe over to see the great
Greek tragedy.1
All was speedily arranged with their superintendent,
Dr. Murray, and it was a memorable sight to see Big
Plume and his chiefs in their great blankets, sitting
immovable in the boxes of the theatre. Never a muscle
moved. Never a word escaped their lips. Who can
teU what they thought? But the oratory had impressed
them, it seems, for Big Plume forthwith announced
that it was the desire of his people that I should be
made a Chief of the Tribe with the title of' Ta-dicaszi.'
The name is quite beyond any European tongue to
1 Inducing some of the local managers to accept (E&pus as part of my
programme was not always an easy task. One, who must be nameless, desired
some particulars from a lady-agent in advance, who had seen the play in
Toronto, before he would book it. "Tellme," he said," what is this * O-de-i-pus *
that fellow Harvey wants to bring along?" The lady explained that it was
the story of a man who had killed his father and married his mother. "That
won't suit our people," he said. "The Watch Committee will close me up!"
The lady tried to explain this away, but he was not to be moved. "Well,
look here," she said, "you know Mutt and Jeff? Well, it's just Mutt and
Jeff in Greek." "Mutt and Jeff will suit our audiences," he said. "Let him
bring it along." Which reminds me of a little story Cochran told me of our
friend Shubert, who saw CEdipus at Co vent Garden. He was standing with
Cochran in the lobby of the Opera House discussing the play's chance of
success in New York. "Well," he finally said, "Ask Martin-Harvey to come
along to supper at the Savoy, and tell him to bring the author with him."